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chaotic  condition,   from  which  he  rescued  himself  but slowly.
Aside from Die Mitschuldigen, his productions betray
little of the inner crisis.    They did not go deep enough to
be caught by the mad whirlpools beneath.    From the dis-
couraging criticism of Morus, Clodius, and Frau Bohme his
recovery was rapid.    His poetic impulse was so uncon-
querable that no doubts of his talent and of his achieve-
ment could suppress it.    He took up writing again, which
became from now on an ever-increasing need of his in-
tellectual life.   For in Leipsic " began that inclination," as
he remarks in Dichtung und Wahrheit, " to transform every-
thing which pleased, annoyed, or otherwise occupied me,
into a picture or a poem, and thus to put the matter aside,
at the same time correcting my ideas of external things and
restoring my peace of mind."   To be sure, not everything
he produces in Leipsic bears as yet this stamp.    For by the
side of poetical confessions runs the artificial poetry then
in vogue, and this is evidently received with greater ap-
plause by his friends than that which was born of his heart.
Poetic activity strengthened again the young man's
faith in his genius, and he speaks of the criticisms which he
receives with cool composure.    " Since I am wholly without
pride," he writes to his sister'in May, 1767, " I can trust my
inner conviction, which tells me that I possess some of the
qualifications requisite in a poet, and that I may some day
with diligence become one.    ...    I wish people would
leave me alone.   If I have genius, I shall become a poet,
even if no man correct me ; if I have none, all criticisms are
in vain."   With this calm trust in himself he produces,
especially in his last two years in Leipsic, an ever-increasing
host of compositions: comedies, tragedies, songs, epigrams,